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FOREWORD 


In 2010, Danganronpa released with a bang. In 2012, It 
was followed by a novel and a largely popular sequel, and would 
go on to launch more games, an anime, and a few spinoff titles. 


What attracted fans? Well, it could have been the wide cast 
of characters- each mainline Danganronpa game boasts a full 
cast of 16 that participate in the game- or it could have been the 
cross between pop art and a situation reminiscent of Saw. It 
could have been the rediculous bear on the front cover or maybe, 


n maybe, it could have been the promise of blood. Who doesn't 
ove a good murder mystery? 


While we may never know what, exactly, attracted people 
to Danganronpa, anyone reading this has something in common: 
we want to see bloodshed. Something unique about Danganronpa 
is the fact that it makes death a spectacle, for lack of a better 
term. 


Not only does the killing of those who have done killing 
provide a sense of justice, but one could argue that they pose 
moral questions: who is right? Who is wrong? Does anyone 
deserve the fates they are sentenced to, or do they consent to 
an execution the moment they commit a crime? What is 
excessively cruel when cruel is your new normal? Could things 
have gone differently? What would you do, if you were in this 
situation? 


Death's Final Dance is all about exploring those questions. 
In this zine, you will find canon divergence, re-imaginings of 
canon, and so much more. From body horror to moral questions, 
the contributors have pooled together to give you a horrific 
experience, dear reader. 


Thank you for your purchase of Death's Final Dance! From 
all of us to you, we hope that you enjoy. 


DEATHS FINAL DANCE INCLUDES 
THEMES AND SEMI-GRAPHIC 
DEPICITONS OF SUICIDE, BODY 
HORROR, DISMEMBERMENT, 
AND LOTS, 

AND LOTS, 

AND LOTS, 

OF DESPAIR. 


VIEWER DISCRETION IS ADVISED. 
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| turned to the third, but he'd drawn a knife from under his coat, and 
before | could throw him hed slashed open my palm. 


by kalcifer 


| drew a shaky breath. Bruises were one thing, an unavoidable part of 
Е а martial art, but the sharp pain of a cut was harder to ignore. It 
it at the forefront of my consciousness, a glowing billboard of hurt. Га 


knew even as | was choking him that it was going to end like this. Га had never known how to deal with pain like that. 


to act fast to stop him from creeping on Angie, and | wasn't devious enough 
to hide all the evidence after the fact. That was okay. My purpose was to 
protect girls, and | would do it, first by saving them from this degenerate and 
then from Monokuma. 


And still the spotlights kept flicking on, each one revealing another gir 
had to save. They came faster and faster, forcing me to keep barrelin 
forward even as they attacked my thighs, my shoulders, my face. | cou 
never forgive myself if | let someone get hurt when | could have stopped 
clung to that truth as if it could drown out the ever-going mantra of “it hu 
it hurts it hurts” that filled my brain. 


The deafening click of two spotlights lighting at once was what got m 

in the end. | spun to look for them and overbalanced, still so caught up i 

trying to find them that didn't think to redirect my fall. | hit the ground hard. 
t felt like every single cut and bruise was jolted by the impact, and though 
wanted to scream, all | managed was a low whine. 


Arad = 


Ha that really made me sound like a hero of justice, didnt it? | tried to 
smile at everyone through the tears rolling down my cheeks. | didn't want 
to be the thing that tore them apart. 
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Then Monokuma's collar closed around my throat, and all | could think 
was that | wouldn't be able to fight my way out of this one 


When the pressure finally let up, | gasped for air, already trying to size 
up the situation. Was there anything | could use to my advantage, some 
table to hide under or chair to throw? Any time | could pry from Monokuma's 
paws would be a victory. 


| pulled myself back up to my knees, trying to catch my breath. Then I 
SE was in the second spotlight and nearly stopped breathing again. 
imikol 


She was alone, thankfully, facing away from me. | called out to her, my 
voice ragged and choked with tears, but she didn't react. And why would 
she? What had | actually done for her, in the end, other than push her too 
hard to be something she wasn't? 


It was too dark for me to see, and when | reached to my sides, | couldn't 
EE walls. | was trying to decide what to do when a spotlight came on 
in the distance. 


There were two people standing under it, at least when it first turned on. 
watched, the man slapped the girl in the face, and she fell to her knees. 
knew it couldn't be what it looked like - the first other people wed seen 
since we woke up, and they just happened to be at the same spot as my 
scheduled punishment? - but there was no way | could just stand by and let 
a girl suffer. | didn't even have to think before | was charging towards them. 


> 
о 


“Im a The words tore at my throat to say. “| know this is my fau 
But please, help them! They didn't do anything wrong!” 


= 


te 


Still Himiko didn't react. | dug deeper into myself, EX to find the right 
words to show her that | understood even now. “| know |т too loud, too 
energetic, too much! | know that you were never going to care about me as 
much as | wanted you to! It's okay. | promise, l'm only going to ask you for 
this one thing now and then you never have to worry about me again. Just, 
please, you have to do something!" 


There was a moment as | was SE man’s legs out from under 
him that it really felt like everything would be alright. This was my calling. | 
was a hero, a defender, and no killing game could change that. 


stood, a smile creeping across my face, and that's when | was jabbed in 


the ribs. Finally she turned around, and that’s when | saw that it wasn’t Himiko at 


all. The beautiful red of her hair only made Monokuma's crimson eye stand 
out even more sickeningly. 


whirled around, but the only one behind me was the girl, back on her 
feet and smiling innocently. Even now, she looked so cute | could almost 
ignore my aching back. 


was still staring when | felt something grab me from behind. Then 
another hand, and another, nails biting into my flesh and tearing at the 


| didn’ 


another, knocking them both over. They 


about tha 


t now, not when there was a gir 


t try anything fancy to take out 


the attackers. | tackled one into 
fell so easily, but | couldn't think 
in trouble. 


What | couldn't ignore was the second spotlight that came up beyond 
her. This time, there were three men surrounding a girl on the floor, her SE Ss EE | ا‎ 
knees pulled to her chest, skirt riding up. It was so easy to imagine what the hard to save, each looking as sweet and pretty as ever as they pulled me 
degenerates wanted that | was running before | knew it, barely even feeling bar | 
the pain as | jolted my ribs with each thudding step. | 


The spotlights went off, all at once. | was almost glad. | didn't want to 
have to see their faces painted in my blood. 


"tll make sure 
there's an exit" he said 


Can't believe 
| had to kill to 


Ф 


Made it 
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Angie did not feel remorse, nor did she feel guilt or shame as she sat at 
the center of her execution. Himiko had betrayed the student council. Such 
an act would not stand with Angie and she was certain the same went for 
Kami-sama. She had no time to consult Him as she smashed her chisel into 
Himiko's throat, but she knew He would have wanted that. However, Angie 
disposed of Himiko's body by sculpting around her and making her one of 
her gorgeous wax effigies. She thought it was skillfully disguised and with 
enough evidence to suspect another student, it seemed foolproof. But alas, 
she was sitting on her paint-stained death bed. 


As for Angie's punishment for her crimes, she was to be executed. She 
saw Monokuma kill the guilty a couple of times before; a vigorous escape 
from Kirumi, the symphony of Kaede s demise, and the chorus of sorrow for 
Kiibo's betrayal. Each of them was gorgeous; filled with colors, song, and 
ie felt her heart soar with each execution, seeing how beautiful 


dance. Angi 
their Last breaths were. Her classmates found her awe in art disturbing, but 
with Kami-sama on her side, her world was coated in a beautiful veil. H 
had blessed her with a gift of melted senses, where she could hear th 
colors of the culprits’ screams. 


OO 


With Kami-sama, the world was delightful. And... After a Ss апа 
perilous fight against Monokuma and the loyalty of her friends, it was final 
time to greet Kami-sama with open arms. 


Angie delicately sat legs crossed on top of a white-clothed table, in the 
center of a messy, college art classroom. White strings of the same cloth 
draped themselves across her, reaching over her shoulder and her hips. 
Paint and wax sprinkled the floor and walls, some covering propped up 
canvases and statues. It was certainly a mess but it was a controlled mess. 
Angie loved using chaos as her main medium. But, Angie quickly discovered 
who was orchestrating her demise. 


From around a corner, she heard the gentle rumbling of a cart. Once it 
dawned from behind a messy shelf, Angie’s eyes widened to the sight of a 
large, metal barrel, billowing steam from the top. Pushed by the two 
remaining Monokubs, the towering barrel brought a soft, white wax smell 
before her. When melted, the once smooth and almost plastic smell had 
curled into a smoky air of smooth paste, almost as soft as a dandelion. Her 
nose melted to the gift Kami-sama blessed her. 


Monotaro, after helping bring the barrel a couple of meters away from 
her, suddenly slammed his body against it. Angie's eyes followed the barrel 
as it slowly teetered and crashed down. A furious splash of hot, white wax 
splattered across the room, a wave slushing onto the ground. Wax flew, 
sprinkling her body with freckled burns with skin crinkling pain. The wax on 
the ground was still bubbling from heat, which meant her skin was boiling 
with blistering dots of art. Angie did not let tears surface, however. She was 
not going to cry while meeting Kami-sama. She was to greet her God with 
joy. Though, it was becoming increasingly difficult to keep her eyebrows 
from furrowing. 


The other Monokub, Monophanie, walked over to the now draining 
barrel. When her brother had finally regained his balance and scurried to 
the other side, the bears briefly made eye contact. Then, they turned to 
Angie. Silently, they both simultaneously dug their hands into the boiling 
wax. 


Angie's eyes dilated. The bears scurried to her sides, and with a 
synchronized act, they both pushed their wax into the silk fabric against 
Angie's shoulder blades. 


Angie arched her back sharply and shrieked. 


The harsh sear that suddenly burned her back tore at her skin. Despite 
there being veils of marble white garments Re: her shoulder blades, 

wax melted straight through the fabric, and its fibers melded directly to 
her supple skin. Angie’s eyes watered in agony as she kept her sights 
straight. She was not going to succumb to the torture Monokuma bestowed 
upon her. It would take longer for her to break, especially since she was 
meeting Him soon. 
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The two Monokubs pranced from behind her, running to scoop another 
handful and come back, pushing it straight back into the same spot. Even 
though it was not directly on her skin that time, the heat still built and 
scorched her flesh. Her eyes watered slightly, but she bit back the pain. Yet, 
the longer that Angie sat there, the more it burned. Angie had felt burns 
before; from torches, coals, pots, and even food, but that pain had been 
nothing P hums. The wax that was being lathered against her body 
was so much more than any pain she could have understood. She bit back 
her tears as seconds felt like minutes of relentless torture. 


The Monokubs only continued. Her back grew heavier and heavier; the 
dripping, slippery medium pulling down on her skin. It was not a significant 
amount of wax, nor was it painful, but Angie’s eyebrows furrowed in fear for 
what was being sculpted behind her. Nerves had started to singe off, 
allowing her to feel a new sensation; her skin failing to mend with her 
muscles. Her eyelids felt heavy with nausea. She felt her body slowly lean 
backward, the weight pulling her from her cross-legged sit. She awkwardly 
laid her body backward, pressing against a now apparent support pole. 
Finally, after her back was given rest, a glistening tear broke and trailed 
down her cheek. Angie stared at the bright ceiling above her as her cry 
blurred sight. 


As she laid, the wax kept Ее, The Monokubs sculpted behind her, 
arching a creation to the corners of her eyes. After pounds and pounds of 
wax were crafted onto her, she started to take shape. Angie's eyes widened 
as she noticed its silhouette, even through teary pupils. 


The Monokubs were giving her wings. 


A smile slowly surfaced on Angie's face. A pair of wings to fly. Wings to 
reach to the sun and greet Kami-sama. Cries of sorrow turned into sobs of 
Joy. 


Giggles curled from her lips as her wings grew. They became heavier 
and heavier, pulling her skin taut. The Monokubs had started to splash paint 
across her new limbs; the thick, white acrylic paint cascading down her 
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slippery feathers. Goosebumps waved her skin as some spots of paint 
dotted her tongue, singing her mouth with its rubber taste. 


But, soon enough, the Monokubs backed away from their masterpiece. 
ү bore her ivory teeth in a ра smile. She closed her delicate 
eyelashes and felt her wings flex. She could not explain why her body 
suddenly accepted those TT her own, but she would not disgrace 
Kami-sama's gift to her soul. With a grand stretch, her wings widened. 
Angie's limbs felt weightless. She felt as if CIO. nerve in her skin had 
relaxed and was ready to ascend. With grace, she rose. Her back arched up, 
pulled by an invisible force, and her wings flexed to flutter. As she was 
pulled up enough, her wings pushed a powerful flap, lifting her body into 
GE Despite moments before, when the last coat of wax was 
slathered onto her body, her wings were ready to escort their host. 


ОЩЕ kept flapping her wings, the concrete floor growing distant below 
her. A light soaked the room as she felt a cold breeze flood from the ceiling. 
When raising her head, she saw the blinding crystal blue skies that awaited 
her. Her smile only shone brighter. Wings beat harder, rising Angie further 
towards the sun. 


t did not take long until she approached a massive collage of clouds 
nestled in the sky. They all blocked the sun, creating a soft, yellow glow 
through the cotton clouds. With tentative eyes, she witnessed the clouds 
part and spill golden rays of sunlight. Angie quickly blinked her eyes to 
adjust, waxing her pupils to finally look upon... 


Him. Kami-sama. 


She could not describe what Kami-sama looked like. He was everything 
simultaneously, a beautifully tangled clutter of perfection, yet, He had no 
form. His face was a harsh, searing light, but Angie could pick out every 
small intricacy in His skin. However, His presence singed her tongue, failing 
her to express His divine stature. Angie found herself mystified. She had 
never imagined that Kami-sama would be that gorgeous. She had never 
imagined her God would shine with a grandiose shimmer. 


Angie felt her eyes water. Her delicate hands stretched out with a 
childish desire, longing to be embraced for a long-awaited reunion. Her 
smile burned into ecstasy with vicious passion, yet it still couldn't rival the 
radiant euphoria Kami-sama gifted to her. 


In fact, she felt her whole body burning with happiness. Her face was 
flushed red with sheer joy, her skin waved with goosebumps. Angie's eyes 
streamed tears down her cheeks, her mouth parted as her tongue burned. 
Her back speckled with joy, almost as if her mage were weeping as well. 
paces of sweat trickled down her chest as she kept reaching with needy 

esires. 


She was getting closer. By that distance, 2105 could barely graze His 
cheek. No matter how close her wings fluttered, her fingers did not receive 
the soft touch of His face. Just barely out of her reach. Her fingers strained 
to the point of ache, trying to feel her divine God. 


However... Her reach was growing farther. Centimeters turned into 
meters, robbing Angie of blessing her fingertips with Kami-sama's grace. It 


took Angie a furious sting to her ankle to realize why she was descending. 
A splash of wax singed her foot, and a trail was snaking down her leg. She 
hissed, are to glance behind her without adverting her face. She could 
only see her white-painted wings, still fluttering a to reach the 
clouds. But.. Wax was dripping from her feathers. 

from her wings, flinging off with every beat. 


arge clumps melted 


Her heart stopped. She was falling. Her wings were melting. And soon, 
Icarus was going to fall from grace. 


Tears melted into those of horror. She frantically pumped her wings, 
almost clawing at the air to keep herself afloat. She was not going to fall, 
not when she was that close to Him. Her claws kept trying to paw to the 
clouds, despite her wings starting to rapidly disassemble. 


Then, her gut rose into her chest. She fell. The white cloth strung around 
her, as well as her wings, framed Kami-sama's face in her descent. His 
pristine face was still glimmering. Yet... Kami-sama was not expressing 

e 
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gratitude. Angie could not form His emotions into words, however, sh 
could read the fervent disgust on His face. A rage so profound Е seemed + 
scorch the sky with poisoned smoke. A disappointment that exceeded th 
bounds of human hearts. 


Angie's heart wrenched. ..Disgust? Rage? Disappointment? Was He 
displeased at her choice to drown Himiko in wax? She hadn't consulted Him 
when she performed her murder. Should she have waited? Should she have 
been more merciful? ...Why was Kami-sama displeased? 


Her body went weightless as tumbled through stormy clouds. He had 
vanished from her eyesight, wind snapping past hard enough to blind her 
altogether. Her arms were still outstretched, pitifully trying to reach a savior 
who wouldn't help her. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head, starting to 
go sick with dizziness. She could feel her tears sink into the sky. She sobbed 
to the clouds as Kami-sama became nothing but a small sun amongst 
displeased clouds. 


Suddenly, her plummet stopped. Her back and neck snapped backward 
as she blew her eyes wide. The wind was knocked out of her, her mouth 
agape to grasp for air. What had remained of her wings splattered across 
her sides, scorching her sun-kissed skin. Despite her sudden stop, she was 
still suspended in the air. She did hit the rigid floor of the Earth. 


However... Something had stabbed her body. 


She trailed her eyes down to her stomach. A те arm had pierced 
straight through her chest, nestled between her ribs. It oozed pink blood, 
with the dagger that the arm held glistening a thick magenta. ..A dagger 
made of marble. She shivered. Angie was skewered with a marble statue, 
one that had re-envisioned a painting she knew very well. Even from just an 
arm, she knew the masterpiece that tore through her body. 


The Assassination of Julius Caesar. 


Angie felt her eyelids flutter. As she laid there, sinking slowly, the 
agony of her demise started to surface. The tear to her chest, splitting her 
skin into shreds, was boiling with horrific pain that nearly singed all of her 
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nerves. Not only was her chest torn but her legs and arms were pierced Бу 
on and daggers, blood now pouring against all of the statue’s smooth 
surfaces. 


Her lips shamefully curled into a true, gut-wrenched sob. She had not 
truly cried in a long time. Kami-sama had always frowned upon her tears 
when they were shed from her misdeeds. Yet, she could not stop her sinful 
sorrows. She was stabbed with sickening betrayal, and even though a 
growing storm was washing her skin of blood, the statue was shamefully 
shielded. Her ichor turned sour, staining the masterpiece she was shredded 
by. Angie sobbed. And sobbed. And sobbed. 


Angie supposed that her punishment was poetic. A woman who flew 
too close to the sun, relying on her pride to guide her to salvation, only to be 
pierced with betrayal. ...A death worthy of a poem. As she drew one of her 
ma breaths, she thought one thought. A final poem to whisk her soul into 

espair. 


Tenko gripped the grates. 
She cheered for Angie's descent. 


Himiko smiled. 
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by ATLL dee 


Ruruka, why?” Aoi asked through running tears. “Why would you kill 
not only your ex-best friend, but your boyfriend?” 


“Because, unlike you all, | actually want to escape this placel” Ruruka 
screeched, jabbing her finger at everybody in the room. “Yoi and | killed 
Seiko together, then | had to kill him too! Only one of us can get out, and its 
going to be mel” 


Sakakura shook his head, disappointed. “Figures. That's exactly like you 
to be a selfish bitch, and a traitor to our values. 


“Hal Your values? You're just Munakata's lapdog, and if he knew what 
you did back at Hope’s Peak—" 


"Ah, ah, ah!” Monokuma interrupted Ruruka. “They don't need to know 
about that yet!” 


"Screw you, stupid bear! I'll say what | want! ГЦ do what | want! ll 
She never got the chance to finish as a chain burst out of nowhere and 
wrapped around her neck. This time, however, it wrapped over her mouth 
too. 


“Jeez, | figured she would talk but not this much! Almost thought she 

would spoil the surprise!” Monokuma raised his hammer. “Too bad! Now, 

we repared, a very special punishment for Ruruka Ando, the Ultimate 
onfectioner! 


Unlike with the other executions, nobody stepped up to grasp at her 
flailing arms as she was dragged to the punishment grounds. In fact, some 
Ge looked interested in what Monokuma was going to come up with 
this time. 


Ruruka was dropped onto a platform, darkness all around her. She 
looked around, trying to figure out where everything was. Suddenly, she 
was blinded by bright, white, industrial lights flickering on. 


She blinked away the lights to see that she was high up in a large tiled 
room. Ahead of her was the lip of a large industrial mixer, with Ruruka just 
barely able to see the batter inside. Next to it was a large metal tray, which 
was unmistakably a baking mold for macarons. 


She covered her ears as the mixer grinds to life. It was loud and сгеаку, 
as if it hadn't been used for a long time. It began to spin, whipping up the 
macaron batter. Ruruka looked around, wondering where the supposed 
SS was going to be. Another machine rose from the counter, this one 
hard to identify, with a circular middle compartment and a chute that 
extended over the batter. She watched as pink liquid began to run down the 
chute and into the batter, turning it bright pink. As the smell of iron began to 


fill the air, Ruruka realized in horror that it was blood. 


It wasn't long before she started seeing pieces of meat coming out of the 
chute as well and she felt sick to her stomach seeing that it appeared to be 
human appendages. A leg, an arm, and eventually a head, which made her 
gasp; tendrils of gray hair were stuck to Seiko's face in bloody clumps, and 
her eyes were perpetually wide in fear. The only saving grace for Ruruka in 
her horror was the mask that still covered Seiko's mouth—the less of 
Seiko's lifeless face was visible, the better. She continued to watch as the 
SUE EE head flew down and landed in the batter, where it was quickly 

ended in. 


More appendages tumbled out of the food processor. Ruruka prayed 
that Monokuma wouldnt, but she knew the truth; Monokuma had no sense 
of respect, and shamefully neither did she. If she'd just been able to take a 
step back and tried to get out, then maybe it wouldn't be her beloved Yoi's 
head flying out of the machine. 


She simply had to watch on, wanting to vomit, as her boyfriend's 
mangled remains were just as easily mixed into the macaron batter. SE 
Why am | watching this?” she cried out to nobody; after all, nobody would 
answer her. She was alone. Shed made herself alone. 


ЧЕ 


А hose popped out of the mixer as it stopped and it began filling the 
molds to be baked. Seiko and Yoi's heads made appearances on the tops of 
the cookies, macabre and stark reminders of her betrayal. Giant hands 
Bue the tray off the counter and slid it into an enormous oven. Ruruk 

egan to cry as she watched this, the tears streaming down her face. “| don 
want to die, | don’t want to die,” she murmured under her breath. 


ска 


“Too bad!” an electronic mockery of her voice responded, through som 
kind of voice module. She spun around from her SE on the edge of th 
platform to see a Monokuma robot wearing a pink faux fur coat, yellow 
shorts, and a yellow cap. 


“Why?” she asked hoarsely. 


The Monokuma advanced on her. lt replayed her voice through its 
speakers. “ГЦ do what | want!” It suddenly charged and roundhouse kicked 
her in the stomach, sending her flying. 


Oo 


In her focus on the mixer, she didn't notice how close she was to 
something else: a stove, where a bubbling strawberry curd was waiting. 
She tumbled downwards, headfirst towards the frothing, boiling mixture. 
That was the last thing that Ruruka Ando ever saw, and the last thing she 
ever felt was the boiling, searing liquid melting her skin off into the curd. 


he Monokuma dressed like her tapped its foot until the sound of an egg 
timer went off. The macarons were quickly removed from the oven and 
were cooled by a fan. Finally, two were popped off; the two with the heads 
in them. A thick layer of the curd was spread on the bottom of one, and the 
other was stacked on top. The hands placed the finished macaron down on 
the platform for the Monokuma to inspect. 
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The Monokuma took one sniff, and waved its hand dismissively. The 
giant hose returned and began to suck up all the prepared macarons. The 
other end sits in the trash can, throwing all the macarons in the garbage. 
The Monokuma made one more flying kick, sending the macabre macaron 
splatting against the wall above the trash can. Seiko's head slid down first, 
then Izayoi's finally leaving only a gooey, pink fur coat stuck to the wall. 
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"Wow! For the first timers, I'm surprised at how well you did! And for the 
survivors of the original game, you По did Д well too! That's right, the 
first killer and murderer of our dear Daisuke Bandai is Chisa Yukizome!” The 
pearls a pirouette in his throne as still shocked gasps rang throughout the 
courtroom. 


"Chisa, why?" Munakata asked, still looking like he couldn't believe it. 


. Chisa looked down at her shoes. “|... | dont know what came over me. | 
just... saw my chance and took it.” She smiled to herself. Oh, the despair of 
DICH ey, felt so right. Is this how her queen felt when that brat Naegi 
caught her? It felt so ecstatic. 


Sakakura grasped at his podium hard enough for everybody in the 
courtroom to hear it partially snap. “Yukizome, you didn't have to do it. The 
three of us were going to escape this place together.” 


“Im sorry, Juzo. |... | can only hope that my trial shows everybody here 
that they, te capable of solving anything! You guys aren't a bunch of rotten 
oranges!” Only she was one of those. 


"Saw your chance and took it?” Kyoko's lavender eyes burned into her. 
"What do you mean by that? Certainly somethíng must have motivated you." 
mue is her eyebrows. "Maybe the enemy is closer to home than we 

ought." 


“What did you say, bitch?" Juzo asked aggressivety, raising his fist. 


"Now, now! Everybody play nice! We have a fun, excellent celebration of 
you guys voting right! Dinner and а show! Aren't just the best headmaster?” 
Monokuma crowed as a button came up out of the ground. 


"Wait, not yet!” Munakata said, trying to make his way past the others to 
get to Chisa. 


"| have a very special punishment prepared for Chisa Yukizome, the 
Ultimate Housekeeper!” 


“I'm sorry, Kyosuke. | love you,” Chisa said wistfully. 


“It's punishment time!” Monokuma cackles as he smashes the red button. 
A chain shot out of the ceiling and drug Chisa out of the courtroom. 


Chisa felt her neck get released and she collapsed to her knees, inhaling 
heavily. She could feel a weight on the back. Leather straps dug into her 
lt Was she wearing a backpack? Whatever was in it sure was 

eavy. 


She looked around the darkened room. Lights flash on and she found 


herself staring into the face of Sakakura. 


.. "Ah" She jumped backwards, startled. Looking closer, she realized that 
it wasn't the actual Sakakura; it was a dummy that looked similar. Surveying 
her surroundings, it appeared that she was in a room full of dummies. One 
that was nearby was dressed like Ryota Mitarai while another looked like 
Peko Pekoyama. 


"The task is simple!” Monokuma's voice screeches through speakers in 
the ceiling. "Identify your beloved with a kiss!” 


Chisa nodded and o en to run through the rows of dummies, looking 
through the various staff and students of Hope's Peak, trying to find her 
beloved Munakata. She hunted high and low, trying to find the one wearing 
a white wig and white suit. She found one for each of her students, and 
some for the other faculty, but none so far that looked like him. 


Finally, she spotted it, off on the other end of a row. She brushed aside a 
dummy that looked like Mikan, and one that looked like Chiaki as she made 
her way over to it. 


Chisa looked а the dummy carefully. He was her beloved. The one she'd 
been in love with for years. The one who finally started calling her by her 
first name in the class trial. She laid a lingering kiss on the dummy's cheek. 


From inside the dummy, a familiar cackle sounded out; Junko's, her 

ueen's. Before she could question it, she felt a burning sensation shoot 
through her lips as electricity crackled over the dummy 's skin. The electricity 
made her shake, and she could feel the bag on her back heating up. 


The electricity made blue arcs, starting at the bag and hitting all over her 
body, until finally she crumbled, shaking and smoking before eventually 
falling still. The backpack came open, and silver Monocoins poured out. One 
coin rolled next to her head, and reflected the now turned head of the 
dummy, revealing its insane, too big smile. 
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“Im telling you! She was evil! That nasty trashy pig barf deserved it!” 


M 


Hiyoko shrieked. 


die.” 


“Hiyoko,” Hajime stepped forward towards her. “Nobody deserves to 


"| can't believe you'd say something like that!” Sonia wailed. 


“| can. | mean, think about how she's acted this entire time.” Souda turned 


his nose up at her, facing away. “She probably killed Бик too!” 


started to form in the corner of Hiyoko's eyes 


“No! | wouldn't kill Рик, even if she was a weird music freak!” Real tears 


"Upupupu! Not helping your case there, Hiyoko! Oh well, it doesnt 


matter anyways, u all but one of them already voted for you!” 


Monokuma chortled. 


“Shut up! | hate you!” Hiyoko screamed. 


yakuza, are you? 


“By Ше way, Fuyuhiko, it's not like you to not vote. Not a very decisive 


The boy looked away, not meeting anybody's eyes. “| can't fault her if her 
life was in danger. There was something behind Mikan's eyes... the empty 


way she looked а the patients... | can’t just sh 
Пегез no requirement 


this in self-defense. 
er.” 


Hiyoko sniffled, wiping her tears with h 
guess.” 


“Wow! The only person who is willing to 
open his own stomach begging for yo 


p 
ake the feeling that Hiyoko did 
to vote, so | won't condemn 


er kimono sleeve. "Thanks... | 


defend you is the one who cut 
ur forgiveness! How ironic!” 


Monokuma cackled and held his stomach, kicking his feet. 


"Monokuma... why must you rub in the loss of one 


Chiaki asked solemnly. 


Monokuma righted himself with unnatural speed 
Because | want you all to feel despair.” He relaxed his 


of our classmates?" 


. "Because | like it. 
posture as a button 


popped up in front of him. "Its that time again! ме got a very special 
punishment in mind for the Ultimate Traditional Dancer, Hiyoko Saionji!” 


Hiyoko burst into a fresh round of tears. “Please no! I'm not a monster!” 


As a chain snapped around her neck, she saw that many of her classmates 
didn't think that was true; several of them didn't even want to look at her, 


much less help her. 


“It's punishment time!” 


Hiyoko was dumped on top of a bunch 
impressed into the ground, and each had a 


She looked around, peering out into th 


floor. 
melody of a shamisen, just like Hiyoko was 


She noticed as the tiles below began to 


on them gracefully, fully recognizing the dance that she was bein 
do. It was one shed performed many times for many crowds. If 


most immediately after, a song start 


of white tiles. These 
bunch of small holes 


tiles were 
n them. 


e darkness. Suddenly, a bright 
npe E hit her, illuminating her and SE that she was on a dance 
i 


ed. It was the hauntin 
used to dancing to. 


ight up slowly, and sh 


punishment, it certainly wasn't very challen 


ging. 


9, floating 


e stepped 
made to 


this was a 


No sooner that thought crossed her mind did the song change. 
Saxophone beats blared out of the speakers as the tune shifted to 1930s 
era Japanese jazz. Her grandmother had played this music every so often to 
keep Hiyoko on her toes, so she was a little familiar with how to dance to 
this beat. She kept a good pace, managing to hit the tiles even as the jazz 
music hit its stride. Inevitably, however, she made a mistake, and stepped on 


the wrong tile. 


It turned red. Pain shot through her foot and she screamed as spikes shot 
out of the holes, through her shoe, and into her foot. They retracted as her 


eyes watered, but she didn't have much ti 
lighting up. 


me to rest as the squares kept 


It only got worse as the music changed, this time to classic Japanese rock 


music, closer to what Бик! would probably be 
her best to match the moves from her show with | 


a few times, each time causing her greater and greater pain. Still, 


Saionji! She had to be stronger! She had to survive! 


Finally the music hit the J-Pop era, and 
up; she hated this fucking music. The hit 


and faster. Hiyoko's feet were moving too 


much, getting stabbed in the feet over and over again. 


Hiyoko knew she cou 


inspired to make. She tried 
buki but she misstepped 


she was a 


ldn't keep 


songs of the loathsome, ultra 
popular Sayaka Maizono blared out of the speakers as the tiles lit up faster 
i fast, and she was missing too 


happen. All she cou 


Finally, as Maizono hit the high pitched solo of the piece, Hiyoko couldn't 
take the pain anymore, and she crumpled to the ground. She couldn't fight 
it any longer, even knowing what would 
sharp spines 
organs, was the peppy, electric tunes that represented everythin 
ever hated. 


d hear as 


ierced every part of her body, perforating her, rupturing her 


g that she 
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When Gonta Gokuhara woke up from unsettling memories, he found 
himself lying in а bed. The room was silent, save only for the hum of an air 


con 


in circles, spinning as each blade 


ditioner and his own Е 


Шпа the room. A fan above him twisted 


rushed air against walls. 


Gonta crinkled his eyebrows, darting his eyes around the room. Only 


moments before, he was clutching onto the metal railin 


of a courtroom, 


crying in horror of his numerous betrayals. The glares of his friends were 
digging into his back, disdaining him for his vicious murder of a friend. 


Despite the factthat Kokichi had pull 


fully to blame for the punishment th 


bea 
up | 
use 
hur 


blankets had been his bed for several years, refusing to use up 


However, on a bed? If he were 
r, he figured it would be more g 
n a twin bed. ...Gonta was going 


ting more than what was going 


in trying to escape something he deserved. He figured his friends were 
to be dealt to him. 


ed the strings in his demise, Gonta was 
at awaited him. 


to be killed by the hands of a ferocious 


ruesome or horrific than simply waking 
to accept his punishment. He found no 


t had been years since he had s 


mattresses meant for others. The encasing of bedsheets and the fluffines 
of pillows felt foreign against his rough skin. Gonta found himself sitting up, 
granting a small shiver to the cold breeze that greeted him. When he fully 


eptin a bed. Carpets while wrapped i 
reciou 
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examined his surroundings, he found himself in an ordinary room, a little on 
the small side. The carpet was pristine and a pile of books on a nearby desk 
was neat. „Не had never seen anything like it when roaming the school 
previously. 


Gonta fi 


ured that he needed to examine his surroundings, so with a eu 
S 


he pulled the comforter away, revealing a sight that made Gonta's pupi 


blow wide. 


small bugs. He dropped the com 
Bug 
were too man 


sm 


а hushed giggle to the feeling of al 
critter friends... The only things in the worl 
And they were lacing themselves through his fingers and sleeves. 


His 


hi 


n 


Underneath the blanket was a sheen of hundreds, maybe thousands of 


E 


punishment. 


anything but his lo 
his friends just to look, but after an 


But... some part of Gonta knew it 


orter, a gasp escaping his lips. Bugs..! 
s!! He hadn't seen a single bug since he joined the academy!! And there 
to even count!!! Gonta leaned over with open hands, a giddy 
le plastered over his face. He scooped up a healthy handful, then gave 


the small Е skitter across his palms. 
that made him at peace. 


was too good to be true. After all, it was 


Gonta jumped to a harsh sting to his arm. When looking, he couldnt see 
ng, suit sleeve. With full hands, Gonta couldnt put down 


other sting, more painful than the last, 


Gonta used two open fingers to roll up his sleeve. „ЈЕ was a small red SE 
y 


Around two or three small bug 


bites were dotted 


across his arm, on 


growing in quantity from the bugs trailing up his limbs. Gonta's eyebrows 
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furrowed. He hadn't had a bug bite in years. The on 
bug bite, he was an ignorant kid, fearing critters in a fool 
he wasn't running away this time. He was staying 
The bugs had nothing to fear. 


Yet, they still bit. A shiver shotu 


and scalp. 
through his 


venomous bite of 


of his chest 
very similar 


he entomologist hisse 


body, bugs of all sizes knawing into the crevices of Gonta’s skin. 
As they bit and bit and bit away at Gonta's thick ca 
bite across all of his skin, he felt his back tense. It was s 
pun stiffened his back in a snap. It garnered another 

is tongue to keep any more yelps at bay. The pain 
pulsing in his veins, pounding against his ski 
sensation Gonta had never felt before in his life. He had once felt t 
a black widow before it turned fatal, w | 
same sensation of pulsating skin, yethis heart never threa 
king about it, t 
to what these bites were like. Each prick mad 
faster, causing his hands to shake with a weakness wash 


= 


like that. Actually... when thinkin 


Then, it fully connected аз his face curled in shock. 


Gonta was being poisoned. 


his arm, branchi 
to the sudden pain as they kepttrickling 


ly time he had gotten a 


to accept h 


ng out th 


louses, now starting t 
udden, as a jarri 
gasp from Gonta, bit 


from his 


with each heartbeat. It wa 


sh scamper. ...E 
is execution. 


hich 
tened to pulse ou 
he sensation wa 
e his heart thump 
ing over his body. 


rough his nec 


а 


bug bites му 


Say) 


ave him t 
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But, 
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Before he could move his hands to hurriedly stop the onslaught of 
injected poison into his veins, his right arm stiffened sharply. Gonta failed to 
suppress a yelp, squeezing his eyes shut into a teary-eyed grimace. It had 
felt like a metal rod shot straight through his bone, Се 
stay outstretched. Gonta swore he must have been bleedi 
horrid it hurt, but his skin remained a pale white. 


He panicked to use his remain 


it to forcefully 
ng, from how 


ing arm, but, it too, locked up. Through 


gritted teeth, Gonta watched bugs scurry around his body. He had to stop it 


somehow. He knew that he told himself to accept any death Monokum 
. He could use his mobile limbs to tr 
and reach for some sort of release for his agony, however, his search was | 
ands locked up. With trembling muscles, Gonta shifted his bod 
to lay face down, the с above him making his eyes dizzy with pain. 
Цоуу below him, dampening some tears that forme 

He craned his shaking jaw open to bite down on the pillowcas 
n 
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made for him, but it felt so, SO pain 


vainashish 


dug his head into the pi 


in his eyes. 
to muffle an 
into a rigid 


sensation. He felt as if his 


mobility. Sk 
tightened in 


y screams. It 


urt. It hurt beyond words. His body was snappi 
lock of horrific aching, utterly helpless against the uncan 
bones were widening, engulfing his freedom 
in had thickened to decrease his movement and his musc 
to a stone stillness. The feeling was so vivid. 
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After his body went immutable, his body started to contort. His bones 
spine was flattening. Legs were starting to thicken into ivory. 


shifted. His 


Two ribs on either side s 


tarted to part away from their homes, pressing 


against his skin. Gonta gave one last gasp of realization before he found the 
air stolen from his lips. 


He was transforming. And only when he felt two ribs break skin 


and start to waddle, 


monstrous vermin. A stag beetle. 


did he realize he was being transformed into a 
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Shuichi flinched upon hearing the first spit of Gonta's screams. Th 
behind a mesh fence, watchin 
the size of a small painting. It wa 


detective and his... 


through a window that was barely 
difficult to see Gonta, as he was far from their view, with only a corner of h 
head visible. Even then, his back was turned, so a bush of tangled, gree 
i could gather. However, the jarring, hear 
twisting shrieks still curled from behind the glass frame. Prior to that, the 
could see some skin from an up-turn 
marks from the bites from dozens o 
skittered across Gonta's delicate skin, 
already bore. A shiver trickled down Shuichi's spine 
bugs chewing at his skin, shocking him with so much 
strong as Gonta needed to shriek. 


hair shielded anythin 


against sobs that tra 


walls and window wi 


tends were hiding 


g the 


X 


iled down the entomologist's 


th magenta splatters. 


ed face, but it was dotted with re 
small bugs. Only the size of ants, the 
granting him more freckles than h 
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at the thought of bed 
pain that even men as 


Gonta pushed his head against the pillow, grimacing in a fit of writhing. 
Blood was already starting to trickle, smearing across the pillow and into 
the bed frame. Screams continued to melt through 


the walls, struggling 
bug-infested ll 


With one snapping arch, blood suddenly flung everywhere, decorating the 
| uichi felt his body curl in a 
feeble attempt to shield himself from the execution, watching blood pool 


around the wooden supports of the glass. The amount of blood started to 


sicken the detective as Gonta ga 


ve the room a new coat of paint. 


A cracking sound made Shuichi jolt. He focused on Gonta's figure, and 


even though his hair shielded the entomologists face, it was still apparent 
ned. Two long pieces of shimmering bone spread 
across the pillow, twitching in shock. lvory cracked more, splitting into 
pincers with brand new, snapped joints. Shuichi cupped his mouth, eyes 
ing i ing stare at the gore blossoming within the room. 


what had just happe 


watering in his unmov 


However, it was not long until a c 


ick rang through the execution floor. 


With a loud creak, the doors of the room, situated in front of them, opened. 


It took Shuichi a deep, 
of Gonta's cage. 


Shuichi couldn't distinguish Gonta at first. There was only a shimmering 
shell of ivory, a layer of bright pink а, the overhead lights. 
yi 


Only when the mass 


Shuichi's stomach lurched. Gonta was йот еу dis 

Be from every corner it could. The hu 
еуопа the limits of possibility, not even resembling a human being. His 

trembling body only became more viscerally horrific once he turned around, 


crooking his head to 


Shuichi 


Gonta’s jaw was с 
movement, clinking a 
positioned to each Si 


hair still rested on his 


eard Himiko whimper into a vomit. 


shivering breath to pull his gaze into the horrid walls 


of bones moved did chi 


an 


the audience behind him. Upo 


ainst each other’s new sharp 


ДЕЛИ а face. Then, 
figured, as bones had 
figure was stretched 


n seeing his full face, 


urled out of his face. Harsh pincers twitched to each 


edges. His eyes were 


e of his head, frantically scanning independently of 
each other. Despite his horrific transformation, most o 
same, which almost made his appearance that much 


head, framing his soft, tanned 


f his face remained the 
worse. Gonta's unruly 
skin that was dusted 


with sunkissed freckles. Trails of torn flesh lined his face, disrupting the 


natural innocence of 
features, as blood coa 


ted his entíre face, leaving no in 


his persona. It was hard to even distinguish those 


ch untainted. 


However, the most horrifying part of Gonta's transformation was those 


eyes. Scattered attention snapped his irises abou 
purchase on something. Yet, with patience, Gonta 
friends. To Shuichi Saihara. 


Once kind eyes were strained with a palpable horror that was beyon 
description. A fear that soaked the air, dragging guts down to the floor an 
burning with a grimacing terror. It was so strong that not even Gonta coul 


open his split jaw to scream for help. 


Shuichi felt his head go light. He tripped sideways and hit Maki, trying t 
readjust his stature. His head was a sea of nausea, all engrossed with th 
horrifying frame of Gonta's demise. Through a vomit-induced haze, Shui 


failed to 


front of the door stood a large Monokuma, 


perfectly visible to the students. 
“Despair Exterminations.” 
Shuichi bit on his tongue to hold back the bile in his 


hear the large footsteps of a moving robot. Only until 
screeching of metal against concrete защо his ears did he focus again. 

acing the disfigured Gonta, clad 
in a yellow, single-piece suit of rubber. A large metal swatter rested in hi 
paws, leaving a scraped trail behind it. A logo was plastered on his back, 


t, struggling to find 
finally looked to his 
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ch 
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throat. The disfigured 


man brought his fatigued attention from his friends up to Monokuma. His 


heightened horror (if it were even possible from his 
delayed from exhaustion for a couple of seconds, 

hauled the swatter onto his shoulder, Gonta's skeleto 
tripped against the bed, ЕЕ ЩЕ massive body a 
fleet. He had managed to tip his 


Moments before the swatter fell down onto his 
finally opened. 


And, a horrendous shriek of agony ripped through 
harsh crack. 


trembling state) was 
but once Monokuma 
n legs scrambled. He 
way with a skittering 


ody over, teetering onto his round back. 


being, his throat had 


the air, cut short by a 


Shuichi's skin shuddered, eyes still staring, unblinking. Under a metal 
swatter, Gonta’s chest bone | leaving a long crack down the center. 
| 


Gore spilled from the crevice, trickling down his beet 
was stolen from him within an instant, leaving his un 


e body. Gonta's voice 
natural mouth agape 


with no words to escape his lips. Monokuma lifted the now blood- 


splattered swatter and dropped it again with a 
compressed, more flesh tearing across his sides. W 
squirted once more, soaking the carpet below him. 


Finally, Shuichi's legs gave way. He fell to the gro 
into his chest as the swats kept ringing through the a 
blood repeated over and over again, while the sound 
only dimmed. 


slam. Gonta's body 


ith another hit, blood 


und, curling his head 
ir. Cracks and spits of 
s of Gonta's struggle 


After several more seconds, Monokuma even 
weapon. Signified by steps away, Monokuma turned 
room with a bloody trail. Shuichi shakily peered throug 
closed, revealing a plastered sign across the center. 


“Clean Up In Progress.” 


tually withdrew his 
a corner and left the 
h his eyes as the door 


53 


54 


Blood poured from ипаетеа the door and started to trickle past 
Shuichi's feet. 


His stomach gave up and regurgitated the remains of his lunch against 
the floor. 
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ae "ed be pee as the blackened? Will you make the right choice, or the 


Monokuma's shrill voice echoed throughout the trial court. His voice 
showed excitement and no care for the resultto come, so sure of his victory 
and of his plans to finally have the fruit it nested inside. 


Well, with Hajime gone and dead, of course Monokuma's plans of ruin 
are entering its final stage with the brain of the operation finally gone. 


But who is to blame for this mishap? 

Who caused this terrible mess to happen? 

Someone Hajime trusted deeply maybe? Someone Hajime never 
thought he'll be close to and ended up befriending, trusting this person to 
have his back even though this person doesn't even trust in himself. 


Ding! Ding! Ding! 


_ Along with the ringing comes Monokuma's scratching laughter. 
Fuyuhiko's face down, fist clenched and gritting his teeth so loud Kazuichi 
could hear it across the room. 


"Upupu! The results are now finally in! 
Kazuichi has been found guilty. It's time for punishment. 


"Kazuichi Souda has been found guilty! We have prepared a bear-y 
suitable punishment Це for you, the Super Highschool Level Mechanic! 
It's... PUNISHMENT TIME!" 


As soon as Monokuma finished saying that, mechanical arms shot out 
ioe the front room grabbing the panicked Kazuichi to his slow descent to 
ell. 


Or so he thinks. The mechanical arm that was holding him a HE 
releases him in a dark room. Kazuichi didn't waste a time scrambling 
stand up, his hands frantically looking for a wall to stabilize himself only 
fall when he felt the cold wall in his hands, surprised with the coldness. O 
the floor, he tried calming himself down from the overwhelming feeling h 
was experiencing, feeling himself out of breath with his head lightheaded. 
p E himself to inhale and exhale properly. Slowly, he catches his 

reath. 
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Krrgh, krrgh, krrgh 


Kazuichi looks up at the familiar mechanical sound, supporting himself 
on the cold wall as he stands up when the dark room becomes filled with 
lightness. He closed his eyes for a moment, feeling sensitive with the light 
as his contact lenses feel dry on his eyes. 


When he finally adjusted to the 
light, Kazuichi opened his eyes again, 
slowly scanning the room when he 
realized that he's somewhere he'd 
only dream of back then. Somewhere 
where machines get assembled, 
where engineers and mechanics 
thrived, and where dreams, his 
dreams, are made and come to fruit 
properly апа comfortably. 
Somewhere Hinata said Kazuichi 
doesn't need to have to thrive 
because he could do that everywhere 
but if this somewhere makes Kazuichi 
feel more comfortable and satisfied 
with his work then he'll gladly visit 
and support his friend. And at this 
moment, Kazuichi finally realises that 
the cold wall he was supporting 
himself on was not a wall but a mirror, 
a screen that's separating him from 
the machines that are getting 
assembled. 


It's almost as if Monokuma didn't 
give him his execution þut his dream. | ze | 
he keyword being almost and that AEN 

realisation of almost too late was 
what caused Kazuichi Souda to fall as the mirror shatters, him falling down 
and down and down between the thin line of his dreams and execution. 


"Nol" Kazuichi struggled with the mechanical hands that were once 
again holding him down. Kazuichi screamed again, his throat aching, his 
hands blindly and forcing himself to grab something, anything, from the bag 
attached to his hips. One of his hands felt something from his bag and he 
pulled strongly just in time before the mechanical hands strapped him 
down on the conveyor belt. Kazuichi felt acid coming up on his throat as the 
belt from the conveyor belt restricts him hard, his eyes blurring as tears 
begin to come out. 
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"Hinata," he sobbed, "Hinata, please." While sobbing, Kazuichi's energy 
was draining fast. His grip on the hammer he grabbed earlier from his bag 
А slipping out of his grasp, his hands aching from the way it's strapped 

own. 


Tears continued to come out of Kazuichi, he felt both of his contact lenses 
slipping out from his eyes as he reminisces his and Hinata's friendship. The 
nights where he was feeling insecure and how Hinata always reassures 
him, the days where Hinata was feeling low and though he wasn't quite 
sure how he does it, make Hinata feel better. 


Oh God, hu did he betray his friend? His Soulfriend? Kazuichi bit his lips 


so hard, he enäed up drawing blood. 


"No. No. No. Hinata wouldn't want it to end this way. He won't," Kazuichi 
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told himself, tears still coming out but his un being restored as 
he pushed through the рап and gripping the hammer tightly, 
adjusting his hands from the strap and readying himself to push 
through and crack through the strap using his trusty hammer. 


But once again, as he slips out his hands and hammer from the 
strap, readying himself to smash the thick strap, he realises again 
too late when he struck down the hammer at the same time the 
strap releases him. The bile that he was holding down released 
he felt some of his organs crushed from the impact, and as 
his bile was being released so was the hammer from his hand. 


3 


If that wasn't enough, аз the strap released him, he felt 
mechanical arms on his body, tugging at his limbs slowly 
and gently, almost as if caressing him. Kazuichi felt his 

breath hitch at the feeling, his energy fast draining, as is 
the life from his eyes. 


The mechanical arms, though robotic and metallic, 
almost seemed as if they were having fun touching 
and playing with Kazuichi. His limbs were taken 
one, leaving Kazuichi with only his body and head for 
the meantime. As his limbs were being taken away 
from him, Kazuichi wasn't even responding at the first 

loss of his left leg. Then his right leg went next, his 
right arm, and then his left arm. Before the 
reassembly of his body, the mechanical a 

does seem to have a life of its own as it 

Kazuichi's hair and face before returning to its 

original place. Another mechanical arm taking over 

Kazuichi for him to be put together again. 


Execution End. 


"Well that was boring, Monokuma yawned, 
switching the screen that was showing Kazuichi's execution off. 


"Anyway, you guys must be wondering what happened to our little 
Kazuichi Souda, and no worries, you all! No need to thank me for this 
upupu," Monokuma grinned, pushing a button for a door to be opened in the 
trial room. The door released a short robot that looks || like Kazuichi but 

ifeless. 


this one doesn't even look like Mechamaru but more... 


"We tried our best but oh well, as Kazuichi was our 
Ultimate Mechanic, we really can't do much. Enjoy!" 
and with that, Monokuma disappeared. 


62 


2274 
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NA. 


"Hiro?" 


His eyes shifted down to the podium in front of him. "Sorry, guys. Guess 
| just..." he gulped. “Panicked.” 


“That's one word for it,” Byakuya sneered. “Id say that you were just 
protecting yourself." 


“Byakuya!” 


‘He had every reason to think that Oogami was luring him there to 
murder him— why wouldn't she? This is a killing game” 


The tips of Aoi's ears began to glow a rose gold as she lunged, only 
Ое in her tracks by Kyoko's arms wrapping around her midsection. 
01— 


‘No! Sakura would never have done that. Let me go!” 


“Upupupu.....as interesting as this is, Im afraid it's that time once again!” 
“What?” The words were out of his mouth before he could stop them. 
“Look - it was a misunderstanding - you don't have to -” 


“ме prepared a very special punishment for Yasuhiro Hagakure, the 
Ultimate Fortune Teller!” 


“— wait! Listen to me! |— 


“It's punishment time!” 


GAMEOVER 


Yasuhiro has been found guilty. Time for the punishment! 


A metal ring — reminiscent of a collar— lashed out from 

the wall, pulling Yasuhiro away by the hips. To any 

onlooker, he looked fearful, but there were few that 

caught the cold nature of it. There was fear as there 
was with every victim, sure, but that..the look in 

Yasuhiros eyes resembled a conman or a 
criminal: annoyed at his captivity, but ultimately 
unremorseful. 


| 


Someone who couldn't smile his way out of 
the situation. 


And as the stage lit for his execution, it was 
abundantly clear that there would be no 
laughter, either. Not here. 


Two floating, white hands towered over 
him, poised to shuffle a stack of large cards. 
[hey were easily nine to ten times his size 
and hovered over an equally oversized table. 
The table itself had been draped in cloth and 
smelled of his mother’s favorite incense — something 
that made him bristle angrily. In addition, a crystal ball 
stood in the middle of the table. It looked like it was made 
of a purple crystal - if he were in his right mind, perhaps Yasuhiro 
would even have identified it as Amethyst — and glowed 
invitingly. 


The hands began to shuffle their cards quickly, mechanically, 
which he watched with bated breath. As he watched, one fell, 
shaking the table as its corner struck the flat surface. While that landed face 
down, the next one — which was headed toward him — did not. Les 10 
D'épée landed face up on the table where he'd been just a moment ago, 
leaving Yasuhiro to breathe heavily as it stared up at the hands. There was 
no care in the motion; none of the passion or reverence psychics or 
TT held as close as the cards themselves. And perhaps it would 
e a fitting end, for a man who veiled himself and nothing else in smoke and 
a lack of fiscal compassion. 


Le Mat rushed toward him with the force of a skydiver hitting concrete, 
face down and unyielding. Не managed to scramble back, but this time his 
hand was caught underneath the card’s shadow and his fingers fell victim 
to its force. He cried out as tears welled up in his eyes for a moment, and the 
mechanical hands paused, as if caring about what they had done. 


He pulled what was left of his hand out from beneath the cards and tried 
to will himself through the pain, bending back on his tailbone. It was then 
that he caught sight of it; a red, blinking light in the darkness. He turned, 
holding his breath as even the air around him seemed to scratch to a halt. 


But as he looked into the camera, he, too, stopped. True 
anger flashed across his face for one second, two, 
three, and then he looked away. And as if to punish 
him for his lack of reaction, the hands began their 
dance again; only this time, it was faster. He 
backed all the wa ER to the crystal ball on the 
table as the E ashed at his arms. And 
when he'd reached the ball, Yasuhiro pressed 
himself against it, even as the ball’s light 
flickered and seemed to condense in the 
middle. It tingled against his back as another 
card slammed down, this time landing 
beside him. La Mort creaked as its corner 

hit the table, falling onto its back. That 

back happened to land on his feet, 

crushing them as Yasuhiro screamed. The 

electricity finally built to its climax and 


shocked him; bathing the area in a deadly, yet beautiful lilac-white light. 
And as his body seized up, he fell forward with enough time to be crushed 
by yet another falling card. Like its predecessor, this one had landed face up, 
but its face was different. A black and white spire stretched high into the 
sky, and students fell out of its’ windows. At the bottom laid Yasuhiro, about 
to crash into the earth, accompanied by a lilac-white bolt of lighting hitting 
the ground next to him as the storm raged on. 


The bottom held golden lettering, which began to fade as the lights 
switched off. But the light from the crystal ball reflected over it once more, 
AL the onlookers to take one last glimpse at the cause of Yasuhiro's 

emise. 


La Torre. 
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(m face d ent his desire. He mustn't break tradition. He mustn't show his emotions. 
by aul Korekiyo strains to close his eyes once again. Perhaps those clicks are 


Just sandals. But... he knows the sound so well. He squeezes his eyes 


tighter. He cannot let these thoughts swim in his mind. He must keep his 
Billowing torches loom behind Korekiyo, their flames crackling through al 
the silence that night brings. Sweat builds on his forehead, despite the cold The clicks grow closer as they circle from his left. Despite the insistent 
and uncaring air. He is situated on top of a raised, wooden platform, voice to compose himself, Korekiyo finds his eyes open once more. His 
overlooking an onyx void that envelops any possible scenery before him. He throat tightens in shock. Red high heels trail across the glistening wood 
watches as his final words, inscribed with ink on an old scroll, skitter away floor, coming to a stop in front of his knees. With every last ounce of his 
n the paws of a metal bear. His judgment has already started. Red rope strength, Korekiyo keeps his eyes still, refusing to twist them into a swirl of 
tightly binds his legs together, и red rashes on his fragile skin. emotions. Whomever those heels belong to... Even if they are the same 
Korekiyo's hands shiver as warm blood flows from his stomach and soaks shade as his late lover's, they're breaking the rules. The kaishakunin must 
the white robe he dons. His stomach is already slit by his blade, hands stay behínd the disgraced, slicing from beyond the soon-to-be-departed's 
splattered with a velvet pink. Despite the blistering pain that his body melts vision. And yet, he watches as the katana drifts into view, just behind its red- 
through, Korekiyo keeps his head high, unmoving. heeled owner. 
After all, Monokuma is giving him the most euphoric death that one Korekiyo's eyes latch on to the blade, following its clean, reflective 
could ask for: death by the hands of seppuku. surface. He sees his face in the sharp strip of silver, he is pale, sweat 
н : e trickling down his forehead despite the freezing night hugging his sides. His 
n Ancient Japanese culture, samurai underwent a sacrificial ritual to eyes are strained to nervous pupils, making Korekiyo bite his tongue in 
restore honor to themselves and their family. He had already completed the repulsion. So many thoughts së) the full comprehension of the blade; 
first step: the samurai slits his own stomach with a tanto dagger after he fighting against fruitless bargaining, confusion of the ruined ritual, and the 
writes his last words through a death poem. Slicing his stornach was joyous reuniting of lost souls. Нез failing to keep these thoughts behind 
releasing his soul, letting it fly once he was finally killed by a kaishakunin, glass eyes. Fear finds itself overtaking all other logic within his irises. 
who decapitates the wretched. 
à : : The katana rises and Korekiyo follows its shape. The blade effortlessly 
He does not fear his death. It is an honorable demise, one worthy of ifts through the air and hovers over a woman's right shoulder that towers 
raise and remembrance. He can even hear a chorus of hushed cheers for above him. ..Korekiyo cannot believe his sight. Those lips, the smile she 
is execution beyond the night veil. However... It still hurts. His eyes are bares. A lipstick so red he can't imagine it anywhere else. And eyes... Eyes 
going hazy, the blood loss making his head swim. The pillow below his he hasn't gazed upon in so, so fon 
knees is already drenched in pink, his thick ichor trailing through the 3 9 
wooden foundation that waves below him. Of course it hurts, it is a slit It is Her. His beloved Sister. 
stomach after all— but he must not falter. Samurai who falter are to be 
shamed for eternity. He maintains his calm gaze. He mustn't disgrace his He cannot help his face. Pleasure rawer than any delight he has ever felt 
family name. spreads across his expression. Sister... He can’t explain why She's here. 
| . em : 1 Perhaps his head has already dropped and he is gazing within the afterlife. 
A flash shimmers from the corner of his eye, bringing his attention to a Or, maybe he's hallucinating; blood loss certainly has a propensity to cause 
ong katana, hovering over his left shoulder. A jolt of excitement filters delusions. Perhaps his eyes are playing tricks on him. ...But, She looks so 
through his blood. The next stage of seppuku: after the stomach is sliced, real. She smells of the same freshly blossomed akaibara and kindling suki 
revealing one's soul and sins to the skies, a kaishakunin is to stand behin She bore, a scent that would always dance into his unmasked nostrils when 
the samurai's left shoulder. They raise a blade and slice their head, leavin 


She held him. ...No one knows Her scent except for him. 


nothing but a sliver of flesh. He figures it is finally time to feel his head dro 
into his cold, bandaged hands. He lets his dark eyelashes close, allowin 
the darkness of his consciousness to sweep his soul into the afterlife... 

er. 


босоо о. 


...5 he dead? Have Her eyes finally blessed his exposed soul, to lead 
them away from the mortal world? 


Her waxed eyes gaze down into his. The corners of Her cherry wine lips 
crawl upwards, slimming Her eyelashes to a piercing stare. The smile is as 
bright as he remembers. The cold night subdues to a quiet warmth. ...Does 
he care that She is breaking the tradition? Sister is finally soaking in his 
eyesight. Yet... She knows better. She shouldn't break traditions She knows 
so well. This... couldn't be Sister... could it? 


Clacks of high heels ring behind him. On reflex, Korekiyo's eyes open 
wide pupils. High heels... were common attire for the spirit he wishes 
reunite with. An invisible shiver wracks his body, but he must not jump 
conclusions. Women like Kirumi and Miu wear high heels in their seclude 
high school, and each click of their steps sauntering down the halls alway 
made Korekiyo tingle with nostalgia. ..However, Kirumi is dead, and Mi 
was just barking at his foul tactics minutes ago in the trial room, now ver Too fast to fully render, Sister rips Korekiyo's mask off his pale face. Skin 
possibly in an audience he cannot see. „Не mustn't let his body latch on to that hasn't revealed itself to nature's air in years is basking in the moonlight, 
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BC to cold breezes. A jolt jumps through Korekiyo's skin and his eyes 
low wide. Without time to process her forceful tear, she lifts her sword 
high. The glint of the fire behind the disgraced samurai twinkles as She 
looks down on him with a fatal sea blue glare. ..A sea blue glare that Sister 
never had. Sister’s eyes had the shine of a yellow sun, reminiscent of 
Korekiyo's own. 


Korekiyos eyes accompany his heart into a tight squeeze as Sister 
suddenly swings. 


e expects his head to slide off its podium. He expects his dragonfruit 
ichor to soak his pristine coat as vile hands catch his head in its descent. 


owever, he feels nothing. Not a twinge of pain. His head remains 
standing. 


ха closed eyes wax back, realization sparking an internal 
outrage. Sister missed. She missed. The kaishakunin missed its target and 
Korekiyo's whole ritual is ruined. His throat tightens as the sting of shame 
begins to burn in the back of his eyes, but before he can comprehend it all, 
a cacophony of forceful zipping slices through his thoughts. 


Ignoring all rules, he whips his head back to see a rope rapidly spinning 
behind him, writhing out of control as a pulley rattles free. Two wooden 
panels underneath him give out, parting down the middle like а hanging's 
trap door. Korekiyo's bound soul fumbles before it is dropped. 


It is only for the briefest of moments that his eyes whip back to meet 
Sisters. He stares up helplessly, eyes full of the most uncontrollable 
betrayal his body could muster. She merely gives him a smile in return. 


With the slightest nod of her head, he sees glasses fall from their perch 
in her hair, nestling atop her nose bridge. 


Behind them was a deadly, sapphire stare. 


The cerulean depths of Tsumugi Shirogane. 


Shuichi watches in horror as Korekiyo splashes into a large, boiling pot 
of broth, the scorching liquid crashing down into the thin grass below with 
a crackling hiss. Only when Korekiyo's body bobs to the surface does his 
scream of agony rip through the execution floor. It's horrific The piercing 
sound is filled with a heart-wrenching strain rivaling the one that tore from 
Shuichi's own throat when Каедез hand slipped from his grasp. 


Korekiyo snaps his body in an attempt to swim, but his mouth fills with 
broth and he spits it back out in a torn holler. It hurts to see him burning in 
his pot, colliding with the all-too-familiar yellow and teal corpses beside 
him, slowly stewing the pot's flavor of bubbling guilt. Korekiyo's broken 
wails dissipate as the woman on the raised platform turns to a sea of girls 
before her that accompanies the students in watching his death. She raises 
her clean katana high, her hair giving a small whip to the wind as she 
cheers. Deafening acclaim of twisted shouts bellows through the night air. 
Two-toned bear masks on the one hundred women before them bob in 


revolt, swaying their varying lengths of hair. They all move forward, 
shielding the audience's view of Когекуо 5 simmering body. 


The students watch in horror as one Monokuma girl raises a block of 
wood. Then, another woman raises a plank. Then another. Then, an entire 
crowd wields planks of kindle, singing a chant of retribution. 


Shuichi presses a hand to his mouth as wood flies into the fire. I 
arms curl in the wind as they engulf Когекуоз silhouette, eating his sinful 
cries whole. Shrieks are outweighed by vengeful melodies, as the smell of 
smoked pork grows stronger. 


Through the sea of high heels, small paws scurry. Shuichi almost doesn't 
notice them, but the awkward shoving that trickles through the women like 
dominos brings his attention to the metallic clinking of joints. The red blur of 
Monotaro runs, clutching onto a rolled scroll, the same scroll that he stole 
from Korekiyo's bloody hands. The paper crinkles each time he runs into a 
leg, flattening the contents within his grip. 


Soon enough, Monotaro comes into full view, faux sweat trailing down 
his head as he runs as fast as his legs allow him. His freedom is nearly 
granted as he hops to the end of the crowd- but, with one wrong step, a 
paw catches onto a shoe, and Monotaro trips. 


His paws fail to keep purchase of his scroll and it falls from his grip. 
Rolling down the dry grassed hill, the old paper slides to the feet of the 
surviving students. Shuichi struggles to focus on the scripture through tears, 
yet he still finds his legs bending to reach down. Feeble fingers grasp onto 
tattered corners and raise them to his blurry eyes. The inscribed ink tells the 
tale of Korekiyo's last words. 


Shuichi's stomach catches in his throat. He drops the scripture in horror. 
He scrunches his eyes and keels over, a terrified sob rattling his whole body. 


The day has arríved. 

A death 1 greet with content. 

She must be waiting. 

1 do not regret my crimes. yp 


E regret not slayíng more. 


MBE 


by anantagonist 


Kirigiri's soft smile was hidden behind her own gloved hand. It wasnt 
often that her classmates saw her smile, curiosity and surprise were drawn 
over their faces, though not because of the smile alone. Rather, it was the 
fact that she was smiling when she'd just been found guilty. 


She didn't smile out of agreement or peace with the trials result, but 
about the actions of that one that had been opposing her that whole time. 
Naegi had done an excellent job cornering her in her lies with unmovable 

roof, following every clue, even those she'd falsely planted. With tears in 
is eyes hed point at her with his own hand at the end, though even if 
everything exposed led to her, he still asked for her confirmation. And that 
made her unable to be angered by the result. 


He'd won the trial fair and square, and she felt a certain sense of pride 


about it. 


It did surprise and comfort her not to see hate or resentment coming from 
the majority of her classmates either... rather, comprehension and empathy. 
Naegi had correctly exposed her situation, beyond that, it was just a matter 
of survival. But she understood that no one knew her true motives and that 
those had moved her far beyond, although she had no intention of making 
them public. 


Punishment time- 


Darkness enveloped her as though a blanket had fallen over her head. 
Silence rang in her ears as the confusion in her mind cleared away. 


el... tock. teles. Wa. 


The sound of the clock reminded her of a time bomb. As she looked 
around, a strong limelight lit up from the ceiling, outlining the clock that a 
Monokuma statue held in its paws in sharp shadows. Ihe antique clock 
continued on its unstoppable rhythm, its second hand moving along with 
each sway of the heavy pendulum above. 


Kirigiri tried to move, feeling a desk clearly before her. She felt around the 
shadow-bitten place until her fingers found the foot of a lamp. She turned it 
on, revealing before her eyes the thick shackles that imprisoned her wrists. 
But she couldnt linger on them, as her attention immediately fell to the two 
mountains of paperwork piled up so high they seemed to be leaning 
о her, close to falling, giving the desk a heavy claustrophobic feeling 
to her. 


She reached a hand out to take one of the folders, finding that her heavy 
chain did not restrict her movements in any way past their very weight, and 
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as she opened it, her eyes shot open in surprise. face, but saw her naked hand, her burnt hand, and instead hid it against her 
chest, limiting herself to using the other gloved one to try and get out. 
Name: [Redacted] 
| в The light above her disappeared, submerging everything in a near total 
Occupation: Member of Hope’s Peak’s council. darkness, from which only the clock's face remained, with its eerie and 
uneven smile under the slight red light. In front of her, the new star of the 
She took another document, and another, and another. show was presented with a limelight that blinded her for a moment. 
Pictures of different employees of the school, newspaper clipping A stool rested in the middle of a circle traced on the floor, and on it rested 
referring to the tragedy, u from phone conversations... and her a gift box with pink and fuchsia stripes and little yellow stars. Holding it 
father's name, repeated in several of them. closed was a large and elegant red ribbon, with a gift tag hanging from it. 
She felt herself lose focus on her surroundings, shadows closing around Kirigiri continued moving forward until the text on the tag became clear: 
her, only capable of seeing what was right before her. Nothing else “The Ultimate Clue”. Her heart twisted in her chest, hope giving her a last 
mattered, she had all she needed right there, literally at the reach of her rush of strength to move along the glass shards, her bo y battered and 
hand. dragging the chains that slowed her down more than they truly restricted 
The pile of clues began to grow, slowly at first, falling from the blackness Це 
of the sky, then beginning to slip to the sides. Now it was по longer folders, The tick-tock seemed to increase in speed the closer she went. Now the 
pictures and clippings, but also more concrete pieces of proof. She bicolor bear's face covered nearly the entirety of the dark ceiling and he 
continued going through it in a frenzy, every clue seeming more important continued to smile, to observe, pressuring her with his mere empty-eyed 
than the last. Only the hard drop of an object made her freeze. Her eyes presence. 
traveled down slowly. A gun. Fastened to it, she saw a police tag. 


She hurried as much as she could, her heart racing to a speed that nearly 
Badum - badum... matched that of the clock, letting out grunts of pain and exasperation with 
every difficult advance she managed. She reached out for the box, finding it 


er heart beat hard in her chest, almost as hard as the resounding only an inch or two away, but as much as she tried she wasn't reaching it. 
advance of the clock over her head. Her trembling hand reached for the tag Frustrated, she shrieked and pushed the stool, making it balance on two of 
and turned it over, revealing the case name before her terrified gaze... her its legs; the box above rocked and lots its balance, falling, open, before her. 


father's name. 


M А A А A skull slowly rolled out from within, coming to a stop on its side and still 
Like feathers on the wind, several pieces of paper had begun falling gently bobbing, staring with its empty sockets at its daughter. There was a 
around her, folders finally slipping from the tall mountains of clues that had note behind it, still inside the box. Fearful, the girl took it and read it aloud. 

formed. But she ignored it all. She couldnt pull her eyes away from that tag. 


With shaky hands she reached out to take it, but the hit from a free-falling "Not enough time?" 

hammer chipped the wooden desk right before her, mere centimeters from 

her hands. Fright made her pull away, only to witness the tall mountains A grating alarm, similar to that of an old alarm clock, drilled into her ears 

leaning towards their center and beginning to topple. and made her look up. Both of the clocks hands were at the top and 

) А Monokuma's mouth was opening іп mute laughter, letting out a mouthful of 
She stood urgently, dragging her chains as she pulled back and pushed colored confetti. 

aside her chair, which was immediately swallowed by the paperwork that 

spilled with increasing speed. Her attempt to run towards the undefined Amidst the confusion, Kirigiri felt something move under her. The circle 

dark of the room didnt reach far, not dragging the weight of her chains. drawn on the floor opened violently, like a trapdoor to infinite darkness. 

Objects now fell in a lethal rain, glass crashing by her feet while items that 

had been murder weapons hit her body, taking her down. She was quickly Kirigiri screamed, holding on with both hands to the chains that freely 

followed by the remaining avalanche of documents, burying her alive. slid over the edge, falling к her into the void. They had never been 
| : d tethered to anything, but a weight and restriction she'd imposed on herself. 

опокита face drew imposingly closer with each tick-tock. It seemed Just like that same investigation. 
as though his macabre smile grew, though it could’ve very well been ап 


effect of the way the light carved the shadows. From above, he could 
witness the hand emerging from under the pile of paperwork. 


Fingers clung to the edges of the uneven floorboards, SE body 
out from its prison, chains dragged along with the girl. Her body was 
bruised, parts of her clothes ПЕЕВ То show her wounded skin and the cuts - 
from the glass shards on the floor. She tried to pull her hair away from her TS 7 


Be, EES 


ЖОООК 


by lance 


“MAMAAAAAA!” Teruteru's last scream was heard by all the students 
as they watched him fly up. Byakuya and Hajime tried to grab at his arms; 
Byakuya especially looked pained as Teruteru slipped out of his fingers. He 
had broken his promise; not only could he not shove Nagito out of the way 
before he was skewered, but hed allowed the culture of fear and suspicion 
to drive Nagito and Teruteru to decide that murder was necessary. Now 
galt was dead and Teruteru was going to suer because he was trying to 
stop him. 


Teruteru grabbed and scratched at the clamp around his neck. His 
desperation was causing him to nearly claw his own neck, but before he 
knew it, the metal gave way and he fell down, hitting a tiled floor. Shaken 
up, he stood, looking around at where he was. 


He was in a kitchen, resembling a homestyle diner, including a flat top 
grill, several gas burners, and a built-in oven. As he walked behind the 
counter, he got choked up; his mother’s face was imprinted on the recipe 
book on the back bar. Flipping it open, he saw that there was only one 
recipe, which was for Poisson Provencale. There was a little note in neat 
handwriting. You have to cook this quickly so we can meet again!’ 


"Mama, | will... | will see you again,” he said, choking back a new wave of 
tears and swallowing his fears. He began to search the kitchen refrigerator 
for his ingredients, and curiously, the only ingredients he could find in the 
refrigerator. He cursed, knowing that normally he'd need to marinate the fish 
but in this case he could forgo it. 


He began sauteeing the onions, the rich smell filling the kitchen. Hi 
hands worked like lightning, chopping, dicing, and slicing all the ingredien 
he would need to put in the pan after the onions. One-by-one, he added t 
tomatoes, capsicum, garlic, and parsley, each lending its own unique scen 
to the aroma permeating the air. 


2 
оро 


= 


Finally, he added the fish. Basic tuna, but it would do. He looked aroun 
for his liquid ingredients. He was able to get the water from the sink, but th 
white wine was harder to find. Teruteru scoured the area, until finally h 
found a bottle deep in the pantry. It had Monokuma printed on the label. H 
en Nothing good came from the bear, but it was the only thing tha 
said ‘Wine’ on it. 


OOD 


t 


He looked back and forth from the bottle to the stove, and back to th 
bottle, before biting the bullet. He scurried over and poured some of th 
bottle into the mixture then quickly covered it. Breathing a sigh of relief, h 
set the timer for 20 minutes. 


OOO 


He set about making the rice for the base of the dish, every moment 
being a moment closer to him seeing his mama again. Нед finally be able 
to tell her how much he appreciated her, how important she was to him, and 
show her that he still cared about his family after trying so hard to distance 
himself from the small town diner that they owned. Hed finally make things 
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right with the most hardworking person he had ever met. 


He glanced atthe timer. Seeing that it was almost half done, he lifted the 
lid just to check the progress. As he did, the timer began to turn faster. 
Purple steam billowed out from the pan and he dropped the lid, sach 
as the steam burned his lungs. The timer hit zero and Monokuma’s laug 
boomed throughout the kitchen. Teruteru began hacking and coughing 
harder, fumbling for the knob of the burner. He watched in horror as bloody 
chunks came out of his mouth, splattering onto the cooking fish. His head 
was swimming, his knees getting wobbly. 


“N-not like this,” he газред as he managed to grab hold of the burner and 
turn it off, but the gas kept flooding out of the pan. He collapsed on the 
ground, unable to keep his footing. Through bleary eyes, he saw a figure 
enter the kitchen, rotund and wearing an apron. 


"Is that you, mama?” he asked, his voice barely a tick above a whisper. He 
was wracked with coughs as the figure waded through the purple mist. 
Teruteru reached out for her hand. The figure peered down before quickly 
stepping on his hand, crushing it beneath its boot. 


Teruteru's vision began to fade to black as he felt his lungs slow down. 
The figure began to laugh, and Teruteru Hanamura died listening to the 
feminine muffled, warped laughter of the figure in the apron. 


Ч 
иь? 


~ 
ре 
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д, borgu 


Monokuma had made the decision; Peko got her wish of only being a 
tool. If only Sonia hadn't stopped the vote, then her gambit would've paid 
off. Alas, the vote was held up and Fuyuhiko was found guilty instead. And 
as he made his tearful confession, both of his crime and his desire for Peko 
to see herself differently, he could even see some of his classmates sniffling. 


"Peko, | just... | just want you to remember that you arent just our tool, 
and that if anything good comes from my death, then let it be that you are 
finally released from our service. Permanently.” 


"Young master Fuyuhiko, 1-” Peko took a step towards him, but 
onokuma interrupted her. 


"Uh-uh! No final hugs here!” he cackled. He put his hands together as if 
he was imitating a camera and made photoshutter noises. "| wanna capture 
the despair of you losing your only purpose for living, Peko! The one person 
who gave your pathetic life any meaning!” 


. "Shut up, bastard!” Fuyuhiko roared as he charged Monokuma's throne. 
Right before he could reach it, however, the metal collar clamped around his 
neck and he choked as he was forcibly yanked back. 


_ “So rude! And even after | prepared a very special punishment for you, 
Fuyuhiko Kuzuryuu, the Ultimate Yakuza!” Monokuma laughed. 


"Please no!" Peko cried out. “Punish me instead, please!" 


"Let's give it everything we've got!” 


Fuyuhiko looked at her and smiled. "You're free Peko. Please just, live on, 
for my sake. "It's punishment time!" 


"| promise, | will, Fuyuhiko,” Peko said, granting his wish of not being 
called ‘young master as Monokuma hit his red button. Fuyuhiko was pulled 
down the hallway deeper into the mountain, and the rest of the class 
followed, agonizing over what Monokuma must have in store. 


Fuyuhiko winced as his suit jacket was ripped from his ES as he was 
dragged along the ground. His shirt and tie soon followed, leaving him 
shirtless, his bare back rubbing against the floor. He gritted his teeth, trying 
not to shriek from the pain. 


Suddenly, he was sailing through the air, before slowing down and 
being lowered down. The chain laid him down in a padded chair, and arm 
and wrist restraints quickly sprang to life, binding him to the chair. A waist 
restraint completed the process as the metal clamp unclenched and flew off 
into the rafters. He craned his neck up and looked around. 


He could see several other chairs, all padded and able to be reclined. 
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Some ofthem were more ornate, with whimsical designs painted in gold on 
the metal parts. Some small metal tables were next to each chair, including 
his own. However, his tables had bamboo sticks with needles onthe end on 
top of them, with things that looked like inkpots sitting nearby. He could 
recognize this set up. It looked like a traditional tattoo parlor. 


Monokuma robots emerged from the shadows, carrying wood blocks. 
These didn’t have a cackle; they had more of a deep, slow laugh, warped 
and SE The menacing tone made Fuyuhiko even more on edge as they 
closed in. The robots pressed their woodblocks down on their skin, creating 
outlines on the skin just like many yakuza before him. 


One of his arms looked like the outline of a sakura branch, a traditional 
tattoo for Kuzuryu men. The other arm had two intertwined snakes, which 
typically represented good health but also cunning. Finally, on his chest and 
down his abdomen, was the final tattoo he would've had to eventually get; 
the nine-headed dragon. 


Each ofthe robots picked up the bamboo implements and began dipping 
them in the pots of black ink. Fuyuhiko began to thrash around, trying to not 
let them get a good ankle to start the process, but additional restraints 
secured themselves around his shoulders, thighs, and neck. 


With that, the robots began their work, stabbing the needles under his 
skin, scraping against him, laying the ink deep enough to make a tattoo. 
With а hiss, he felt the pain as they cut through his skin, but also a burning 
sensation. He realized that these were very traditional yakuza tattoos, and 
that Monokuma had added snake venom to the ink. 


His whole body felt like it was on fire as each Monokuma worked 
simultaneously, keeping him in agony as all three tattoos were etched at 
once. He pressed hard against the restraints, starting to feel feverish and 
shaky as the venom sped through his veins. The Monokumas were starting 
to do colors now, the vibrant red, blues, yellows, and greens containing 
even more concentrated poison. His arms shaking, he could feel himself 
ne fainter and fainter, the venom slowing his heart and shutting his 

rain down, and the intense pain of being stabbed over and over finally 
ale him. Too weak to be а yakuza. Too soft to lead the clan. Not strong 
enough to live up to his ү expectations. His vision faded into 
nothingness, and he fell through the void until everything stopped. 


The Monokumas kept working on the corpse, not finishing until they'd 
turned his corpse into the most macabre art piece of all time, the blood and 
ЈЕ running off the body. Finally, Fuyuhiko Kuzuryuu had become а full 
yakuza. 
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In the end, it's never been you who's been pulling the strings. You're not 
the master, nor the puppet, in this game you both play. Just the audience, 
looking in, knowing more than you should and, yet, thrilled all the same. 
And maybe that's the wrong way to think about this, but you'd rather be a 
piece controlled than someone who isn't even a part of this play. 


Because this is something you understand. That all your life has been 
spent running, aching, breathing, on borrowed time. Or maybe it's her who's 
been borrowing your time, because you've always so freely given it. 


Again, and again, because you never truly learned to not love the wolf, 
just as she’s never learned to be content with what she has. Two peas in a 
pod, as different as night and day, and, yet.) 


Each mark upon the hour's another cage around your throat, each minute 
that goes by another reason to play pretend. Maybe youre the only one 
who doesnt care that the second hand's eternally trapped between 
Enoshima Junko's carefully-manicured fingertips. But maybe that's because 
her vision is one you want to believe in. Desperately, unerringly. 


This isn't anything new. Its something you've always known. That no 
matter how much you love (hate) your sister, no matter how much you want 
to kill her (save her), help her (murder her), get away (get closer), this 
relationship of giving, and taking, and hoping has never been about what 
you've wanted. 


(Do you even know what it is that you want?) 


And thats really what it comes down to, doesnt it? That from the 
moment you were born, you've played second fiddle to Junko's brilliance, A 
vesselfor her to sink her claws into. A shell for her to fill with her wishes, her 
promises, even before you were cast aside for the military's dogs to feed on. 


Its amazing what uae you NU to, when all you are is a corpse still 
empty, or a corpse, half-full. Your fangs are a weapon, your skills an 
investment. When you have orders to follow and enemies to fell, your voice 
is just a liability that can and will be silenced. 


.. By whatever means necessary. 


You are just a soldier, following the orders of your superior. 


(Itis not kindness that has you SE spears free from Naegi Makoto's 
ack. 


It's the creak of hinges that alerts you. The way Monukuma snarls as he 
spins around, an “Upupupul” of laughter from the mascot sending a chill 


down your spine. 


Tentatively, carefully, you look down. “Junko?” 


But, your sister isn't in the mood to explain. Never has been, even when 
knowing more would have helped you help her. 


You look up, and you can see that those bright monitors of hers are off. 

(„бо that’s how it is.) 

“Was it enough?” you clarify. 

The manic grin visible in the reflection of Junko's laptop screen makes 
you wonder: just what is she planning on doing, now thatthere are no more 
beloved classmates to reveal her hunger to? 


“Ний?” She scoffs, but you can see just how fake it is. "Was what 
enough, you filthy ра?“ 


The trap doors open up beneath you. 
"En? 


lt is only because this is what Junko wants that you don't jump out of the 
way. 


And, just like last time, you let yourself plummet, deep, deep below. 


Your body is scratched and bruised, you notice, when you blink awake. 
The whirring of helicopters is loud and deafening, almost beautifully so, as 
the chopper s blades slice through the air and stir the desert sands into a 
storm. It drowns out the sound of Junko's cackles, loud, mean, ominous, that 
seem to surround you from all sides. 


And it is her, because she is the bear, and the bear is her, and you are the 
only one who knows for certain that Junko isn't dead. Won't ever be, 
beautiful monster that she is, no matter how much the boredom eats, and 
eats, and eats away at her, until all that’s been left behind is the manic 
facsimile of the girl you still call sister, even now. 


You swallow nervously. Gulp down a breath of this putrid air, and letthe 
warmth of a desert sun roasting the blood of thousands fill you to the brim. 
Your fists clench, unclench. A trickle of sweat slides down your face. 


(Another Си was it? you think, hysterically, even as you bite the inside 
of your cheek and shove that madness down, down, down.) 


In the distance, you see shadowy figures rising from out the dunes, hazy 
and hideous in the heat. You stretch out your arms, flex your fingers. Against 
your palms, you feel the апр of a handgun, and the hilt of a knife. 


Your eyes narrow. And, then — 
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You’re off. 


You did not earn the title of the Ultimate Soldier by being weak. 


(For Junko's sake, as much as your own... you can not allow yourself to 
die. Not fiere. Not now.) 


The (un)-world around you is just white noise, a dull drone at the back of 
your skull. And, yet, your vision is tunneling, your nerves flaring up. 
Everything's a live wire you've already tripped over, once, and you're not the 
only one holding the trigger. 


our deployments have always been harsh. Your assignments have 
always been deadly. Here and now, you are as safe as you are not. As 
prepared as you are taken by surprise. [he best-laid plans of mice and men 
do not apply to you, when you are the dark side of a supernova, already 
imploding in on itself. 


It should say a lot more about you that the battlefield is so much more 
familiar to you than navigating the broken shards of your family. In a way, 
maybe it does. 


our smile is crooked, stretched wide from ear to ear. Your muscles ache, 
your breaths are short and staccato-sharp, but this is far from enough to 
take you out. 


N are numbers to someone as vicious and strong and fierce as you 
are? What are armies in the face of your prowess? 


There are explosions rin ing in your eardrums, the taste of smoke a 
Пеаду, heavy thing atthe back of your tongue. Blood soaks your boots, their 
soles squelching on sand and cement as you throw yourself into the fray. 


You do not give yourself time to recognize the figures that watch you 
from beyond your waking dreams. The ones you've betrayed, the ones 
you've put down. Students, teachers, insurgents, civilians. They are all the 
same, in your eyes. They have to be. 


(It feels like you are in your element. It feels like you've come home.) 


Quick on your feet and quick on the draw, that prickling sensation at the 
back of your neck is all the warning you need. Your reflexes kick in long 
before your mind catches up, and you duck behind cover with a handkerchief 
over your mouth and nose. The landmine you'd set off detonates where you 
had been, not even a moment before. 


When the haze clears, you instinctively pull out a small hand grenade. 
ee the pin away from between clenched teeth, and lob the device at the 
things that arent quite real charging towards you. 


You find a bazooka buried in the sand. Another knife. A shotgun. 


You pick them up. Take aim, slip into that time, and fire. 


When you're out of ammunition, you snarl, turn tail, and keep on 
searching. 


The line between who, exactly, leaves despair in their wake has been 
blurring for a long time, already. 


(The tears that prick your eyes have to be for Junko, because nothing 
else would make sense.) 


Who is guilty? Who is innocent? 


You wonder, in the space between one blink and the next, if justice has 
anything at all to do with your sister’s whims. Her despair like a poison, her 
hurt like a beacon. The cruelty in her veins is the passion in your soul, but 
not every pet is loved the same way it loves. 


Your breaths are heavy as they escape from your lungs, your vision 
blurring at the edges. Your arm, full of shrapnel and glass, hangs loosely 
from your shoulder. You can't feel it, right now. Maybe you never could. 


“Is this... what you wanted, Junko?” 


Slowly, carefully, you limp closer and closer towards the great, white 
obelisk, standing tall and pristine in the center of the desert. It seems, 
almost, to crumble at the edges, large cracks in the stone signifying just how 
close the building is to falling apart. 


Except, somehow, you know, without a doubt, that your sister must be 
inside. That she is sturdy, so the foundations must be strong. That the way 
red soaks the desert sands and splatters against the monolith's walls is 
perfectly normal. That the way the white begins to blacken as the remnants 
of those shadows creep after you and climb up the endless, winding 
staircase doesn't mean anything. 


After all, how can it? 


aybe this will end. Maybe it won't. 


(Whats the point of this execution, you muse, tears dripping from your 
eyes, when you're the only one who can still stand by Junko's side?) 


The darkness is getting closer, you notice, forcibly popping your shoulder 
back into place. The further you climb, the closer they get. 


nu like insanity bubbles from your chest and bursts from your 
lips. A hail of bullets pepper the walls, but you keep your head low and your 
panic hidden. 
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Orttry to, at least, as you make a sharp turn up the winding steps and 
nearly trip on your own two feet. Twist around to shoot Ще another clip 
of ammo you have for the handgun you picked up several bodies back, 
before you realize itis empty. 


Out of the corner of your vision, you see another girl, in silhouette. Thick, 
long pigtails and an expression that could be almost bored, if you didn't 
know any better. Manicured nails and short miniskirts, and that 
unmistakable gleam in the whites of her eyes. 


You twist your body around. Look, behind you, where Enoshima Junko 
stands, tall and proud, at the top of the tower. The white obelisk, the 
blackened monolith. The very place where you knew she would deem fit to 
rule. 


The helicopters can't drown out the sounds of that laughter, now. The 
spears embedding themselves into the stonework don't faze you, either, as 
you punch and kick and claw your way forwards. All the while, Junko is 
laughing, because Junko is having fun, and you are the reason why she's 


happy, happy, happy. 
(Like everything, itis a lie.) 


Yet, still, your arms stretch out. Still, you believe. Still, you bring her 
close, and embrace her, and think, This has to be the end. 


Ei sees the grenade trapped between your chests as surely as you 
do, but her grin only widens. 


“Don’t you understand, just how much despair is still inside this corpse of 
mine?” 


There is a flash of realization. A moment of regret. But it's too late for 
all of that, now. 


And, when Junko's skin peels away, yours does too. 


The last image of your sister that remains, burned into your retinas, is 
this: the rot and decay of a blackened, burnt-out husk, forming the er of 
a skeleton maybe not even you understood, for all that you wishe 


What she sees, clutched tightly between her arms: violets, cherry 
blossoms, and artillery shells, as her bones flake away, and all that 
remains of you and of her is ash, and smoke, and the taste о that wicked, 
rotten thing Enoshima Junko once called... despair. 


WHEREVER THERE'S HOPE, 
2 THERE WILL ALWAYS ВЕ DESPAIK 
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and now, a special message! 


This project has been through numerous ups and downs, 


the special unit cleanup Crew: set-backs, delays, and unfortunate circumstances that have 


pushed us to our limits over and over again. Unexpected road- 
blocks have plagued the entire creation of this fanzine, however, 


SOUL PAUL CH AR everyone associated with us have been beyond patient. 
со а mod : . Contributors, moderators, buyers, and supporters alike have been 
head mod (OU Et social media nothing but understanding, and there are no words that can 
RASSE e Ee ‚cover art ly describe how incredibly thankful we all are. We gi 
soulimagines + organization) properly describe how incredibly thankful we all are. We give our 
En A | Y charburst_ deepest gratitude to each and every single one of you for sticking 
2% soulioli y АВ with this project until the very end. Through all of the troubles that 
2% prince_pqul have followed us, we have been gifted nothing but undying 


support. This fanzine would not have been possible without 
SABIMILIA HARPER MAI everyone's help. 
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